SIS

ON

A  SCOTCH BARD,

GONE TO

THE   WEST   INDIES.

A   YE wha live by soups o' drink,
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink,
A' ye wha live and never think,

Come mourn wi' me !
Our bittie's gien us a' a jink,

An' owre the sea.

Lament